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Hts Complicated and Stupid 


Author's Notes: 

| had my Lady Gaga playlist on repeat while writing this. The titles come from ‘LoveGame' 

| split this into two chapters to make it easier for me to edit, and so | can be sure it'll be posted before 
Christmas. The second part will contain Pete's wish! 

I've been wanting to write some hand worship for so long! A non-Ficmas gift for Jae. 


Keith was so fucking bored 


John was out doing the last of his Christmas shopping with Roger, Pete had his big nose stuck in a book, and 


all of their friends were at home with their families. 
Deciding to take his chances with bothering his guitarist, Keith leaned over the back of the sofa to see just 
what he had been writing. Other than their Ox's name, hands‘ and what might've been ‘aroused he couldn't 


make out a damn thing. 


"Oh! You writin’ about my Foxy Oxy?" Pete slapped Keith's hand away when pointed to John's name. "What you 


got to say about him?" 


"Stop being nosy!" Pete quickly closed his journal and dropped the pen he had been using onto the coffee table. 
"My thoughts are none of your business." 


"You're lucky nobody can read your handwriting. Otherwise | could've just hung out back here all day and spied 


on you." Keith mused. "But no, seriously, what're you sayin’ about John? Are you writin’ about me, too?" 


With a huff Pete shifted so he could stare up at Keith, who was still leaning over the back of the sofa "You're 


just as bad as your damn cats. You never leave anything alone, do you." 


"Better than licking everything like Johnny's dogs.” With a cheeky grin Keith fluffed his guitarist's hair. "Wanna 
join me for a few shots to start the Christmas festivities early while we wait for Oxy and Rog?" 


Pete ran his fingers through his hair to put it back into place. "Sure. But only since you asked so nicely." 


"You will?!" Keith perked up and climbed over the back of the sofa, rather than taking the extra few seconds 
to walk around it. "What do you want? Me an‘ John recently restocked the liquor cabinet." 


Pete shrugged. "I don't care. Something sweet, but nothing apple flavoured" 


"How about chocolate? We found some chocolate rum from some specialty shop. Tastes almost like Godiva 
chocolates." John wouldn't be happy if he found out they had opened it without him, but he could get over it. 


Keith wanted a good reason to get into it, and Christmas Eve was a much better excuse than just because’ 


Keith was no stranger to drinking with Pete. If John wasn't available, the guitarist was his second choice. Much 
like John, Pete understood him in ways no one else ever could. Conversations were so easy and came with little 
effort. Silence was comforting, not stiff and unnatural. Even when he was getting on Pete's nerves, Keith knew 


he didn't have to worry about overstepping some sort of boundary he wasn't aware of. 


"So.. you were writing about John?" Keith polished off his second glass of the flavored rum. "Feel like talkin 
about it?" Had he been drinking with anyone else, Keith never would have even considered bringing up what was 
clearly such a sensitive topic. He knew that deep down inside, if Pete was truly uncomfortable he wouldn't 


hesitate to say so. 


"Yeah." Pete could feel colour rush to his cheeks, and it sure as fuck wasn't from the rum. If he was even 


slightly honest with himself, it was eating him alive and he needed to tell someone. 


"Is about his hands." Pete's attention shifted down to his glass of nearly melted ice. "They're just.. so 
beautiful. | can't stop thinking about them. I'm more entranced by how John plays his bass, rather than what 
he's playing." He could feel his face getting even hotter, and Pete was confident Keith was judging him. That 
didn't bother him. What did bother him, was that his drinking companion wasn't laughing. Instead, he was 
intently listening, elbow on the table's glossy surface and chin in hand. 


"Yeeesss?" Keith's gap toothed smile looked even more silly when he was drunk. "m still listenin.” 


Pete resisted the urge to hide his face with his own hands. He wasn't sure what was worse. Knowing Keith was 


treating his confession seriously, or that he wasn't trying to tease and embarrass him. 


"They're so beautiful" Pete sighed and leaned back in his chair, gaze toward the ceiling as he tried to collect 
his thoughts. "Just holding his hands would make me happy. But | also want to suck and lick his fingers, and | 
want to him to." Pete realized he was rambling and quickly cut himself off. Here he was talking about Keith's 
other half in such a vulgar way, and he didn't even seem bothered at all. Had it been anyone else, Pete was 


sure they would've called him disgusting at best, knocked his lights out at worst. 


"touch you?" Keith tried to fill in the blanks. "I get it. Johnny's got some beautiful hands, so | don't blame you." 
With a chuckle Keith refilled their glasses again. "Lemme ask ya somethin’, though.” 


Pete could feel his chest tighten Keith could potentially ask him anything, and he hoped to god he didn't want to 


know if-- 


"You ever masturbate to that fantasy?" The question was presented with such precise language, no flourishes 
and no slang. It was intentional. Normally Keith would have said ‘jack off, or whatever variant he thought 


sounded funny at the time. 


Oh fucking helll Of course Keith would ask. Of fucking course he would! To buy himself a bit of time to think, 
Pete slowly downed the refilled glass in one go, not daring to put it down until he had completely drained it. 


"Hey, chilll" Keith knew what his bandmate was doing, and while he was tempted to reach over and take the 
glass from him, he refrained. "It's cool if you have. It's not my place to tell you what you can and can't jerk 
off over." Pete scoffed, and Keith quickly elaborated. "Just ‘cause we're together don't mean shit. We're not 


exclusive. Even if we were, | still wouldn't be upset" 


"Why?" Pete wiped his mouth with his shirt sleeve. He knew it wasn't the case, but he couldn't shake the 
feeling that Keith was trying to play mind games with him. He was taking the entire conversation far too 


seriously. 


“Why! what? Why we aren't exclusive? Why I'm not upset? Why l'm glad sharks can't fly? Why the sky doesn't 
fall? You gotta be specific. Pete." 


With a sigh, he rolled his eyes. "The second. Why aren't you mad? Here | am admitting I've got feelings for 
John, and you're just shruggin’ it off." 


"Well, for one, you've known Johnny for longer. And for two, he likes you, as well" It wasn't his confession to 


admit, but Keith didn't feel like watching his friend verbally chase his tail like a dog. 


Had he been drinking anything, Pete was positive he would've choked. "What?!" 


Keith shrugged. "John's had feelings for you way before | came into the picture." The silly grin never left. 
"Funny you're both too dense to see it, though. He's told me countless times he wished you would've picked up 


on his signals way back when." 


"You're fucking with me." The accusatory tone Pete had woven around the statement might have made Keith 
flinch if he hadn't been prepared. To be fair, he would've done the same had the roles been flipped. He couldn't 


imagine the emotional pain his bandmate had to be dealing with. 


‘I'd never joke about something like this. You can ask ‘im yourself when he gets home if ya want" Keith paused 


for a moment. ".or | can. | can tell Johnny what you said." 


Before Pete could properly accept or deny the offer, the sound of the front door opening cut their 
conversation short. Keith was up in a flash, off to help bring in the result of John's shopping trip and get to 
wrapping the last minute gifts. 


Pete knew he was fucking screwed. Keith may have cared for him, but John was his priority. Even if he was 
truthful, the last thing Pete wanted was to risk coming between his bandmates and destroying their 
relationship. His desire for John wasn't worth risking it. 


It was so nice to get his thoughts out as more than just written words, but now Pete had regrets. Maybe he 
should've just confided in Roger. At least he wouldn't give a fuck, and wouldn't be tempted to tell. 


Guess He Wants To Play 


Author's Notes: 
| know Die Hard didn't come out until well after Keith's death, but when | was younger it was a tradition to 
watch it on Christmas Eve. 


| was more critical over this than probably anything else I've written in a long time. I've had this idea in my 


head for months, and wanted to be sure | could do it justice. 


| did a bit of revising, and now l'm happy with it! | added a bit more to the sex scenes, gave it a proper ending, 


and did a few small corrections through out. I'm pretty sure | got all the grammar and spelling errors, too. 


As always, it's a gift for the wonderful Jae~. Thank you so much for giving me a reason to write this. Merry 


[belated] Christmas! 


Several hours after his bandmates had finished wrapping the last minute gifts, Pete felt it was safe to take 
over the living room once more. ‘Die Hard: was only about halfway through, and it really wouldn't feel like 


Christmas Eve unless he got the chance to watch it. 


John must have heard the tv switch on, as he had made an appearance not long after Pete had found the 
proper channel. John's footsteps upon the stairs were unmistakable, whether he wore his boots or not. Without 
even so much as a hello’, he settled down on the sofa next to Pete, as he knew his guitarist wasn't fond of 


trying to hold a conversation over the tv. Commercial breaks existed for a reason, after all. Speaking of which.. 


As the movie switched to a stream of various advertisements for stupid shit no one truly cared about or 
wanted, John chanced breaking the silence between them. He took the remote from Pete's grip and muted the 
ty, just ss he had done countless times in the past. 


'So.. Keith tells me you've got something you need to talk to me about?" Idly John toyed with the remote, 
sliding the control for the contrast, which made a very satisfying soft ‘click: It had stopped working after Keith 
spilled his brandy on the remote last Christmas. 


John often needed to be doing something with his hands, as he couldn't keep still. If he wasn't playing with the 
remote, he was fiddling with a pen, a lighter, his cigarette case.. This, as to be expected, was torture for Pete. 
The more his bassist fidgeted, the more drawn he was to those lovely, elegant hands. 


"Ahh... yeah," Pete stammered. "I." Fuck He hadn't even rehearsed the conversation with himself, nor did he 


even begin to plan what he would ever say if he had been given the chancel 


"yes?" John asked, worry crossing his features and weaving into the single word. 


"IFs just." Pete tried to begin once more, but found himself yet again at a loss for words. His attention had 
fallen on the hand that held the remote, and immediately Pete's thoughts began to drift toward the more 


explicit side. 


It didn't take long for John to notice his friend's line of sight. He was under the assumption Pete wanted the 
remote, as the commercials were over. „but then he noted the flush that dusted the guitarists cheeks, and it 
all fell into place. 


"You like my hands." It came out as more accusatory than intended. In return Pete flinched, as if John had put 


a lit cigarette out on his arm. 


‘Its okay," John quickly added on. "You ain't the first, and | doubt you'll be the last" He dropped the remote 
onto the cushion between them and offered the now empty hand to his bandmate. "This what you want?" 


Pete was hesitant, eyes drifting from the offering, up to examine his friend's expression for a moment, then 
back down. Yes. He did want that pretty hand. In his hair, on his chest, grabbing his ass, down between his 


thighs.. Pete wanted those fingers inside him -- whether it be his mouth, or somewhere more.. daring 


John's palm was facing upward, long and elegant fingers relaxed. Despite being the dead of Winter, his hand was 
devoid of any dryness, cracks, or blisters. Pete took note that John's ‘love’ and ‘life’ lines were longer than his 


own. He clearly took very good care of his hands. Better than anyone else he knew. 
"Go on," John said with a sweet hum, voice more seductive than it had any fucking right to be. 


Pete hesitated still, gaze trained upon the beautiful hand he had lusted after for so fucking long. While he so 
desperately wanted to take his bandmate up on the chance to fulfill his fantasy, he knew it could only lead one 
way. And truth be told, deep down inside Pete was terrified 


Even if John and Keith werent exclusive, it was a recipe for disaster. Keith might still become jealous, no 


matter what he had said just a few hours prior. 


Even if there was no physical contact between himself and John and Pete simply touched himself while visually 
admiring his friend's hands, it would still be sexual contact. He did not want to be the reason his friends ended 


their relationship. Nor did he want to risk splitting the band apart. 


Pete's thoughts were broken when John took the lead and initiated contact. By taking his guitarists hand into 
his own and lacing their fingers, he was giving undeniable proof that not only was he okay with Pete touching 
him, he also wanted it. 


If John was the one to begin the game, then Pete couldn't be held accountable.. could he? He had already 
confessed to Keith how he felt, and whether Keith had relayed that confession to their lovely bassist or not, 


John was definitely aware. Did this mean Keith was honest when he said they weren't exclusive? Ohh how Pete 


wished for it to be true. 
If you don't want to do this, it's fine--" 


"No, | do!" Pete quickly cut John off. "I'm just.. surprised, is all" He needed to stop fucking thinking and just 
start doing. 


"Just relax," John said softly. "There's no pressure here to do anything you don't want to. I'm not going to 
force you into something." While he understood Pete's hesitation and worry, it in turn made him second guess 


himself. 


After what felt like a century, Pete finally unlaced their fingers. With John's hand now laid in his own he, 
allowed himself to gaze down at the open palm and study it. While he was not a palm reader, Pete could 
identify the love and life lines, and once again took note of their length. 


His thumb, dry and cracked and calloused, traced along the heel of John's palm. In response John gave a soft, 
near inaudible hitch of breath. His hands must've been incredibly sensitive. With how well taken care of, he 
wouldn't have expected anything else. 


Pete turned John's hand over to inspect the back of it. Still just as smooth and flawless, dusted with the 
smallest, most fine blonde hairs that traveled upwards to John's wrist and gradually darkened. 


The area that lead into the nail plate.. cuticle, maybe? was pushed back. John's nails were a short and uniform 
length, had nothing beneath them, and were been painted with something glossy. A nail strengthener, if Pete 
had to guess. 


How the fuck did John manage to keep his hands in such good condition? Was it the work of a manicurist? Was 
that where he went every Friday morning like clockwork? Was John quiet about it because he worried about 
ridicule? If anyone would poke fun at him for it, it would be Roger.. 


"| know what you want, so here | am, freely offering myself to you. You can take it or we can pretend this 
never happened and I'll go back up to my room." John's voice was steady, sweet, and genuine. "I don't mind. 
Neither does Keith, | promise." He didn't dare confide that Keith had informed him of what Pete dared to 


confess earlier that night. 


Pete was stunned, and truly speechless for a change. His attention shifted from John's hand up to his 
features, as if waiting for him to reveal it was some cruel joke at his expense. 


When Pete still didn't react, John retracted his hand. Rather than pull away fully just as Pete had expected, 
John cupped his bandmate's erection through his soft pajama pants. His reward was a sharp gasp, and a 
breathless oh, fuck! A flush colored Pete's own features, and he stiffened in more ways than one. 


| can tell this is what you want," John repeated himself, albeit much more quiet. "I promise, it's okay. Keith 
won't mind, and | don't either. We won't hold this against you, shame you, nor will we do anything to make you 
feel guilty." Gently he ran his thumb along the head of Pete's hidden erection, unsure of how else to get his 


point across. "You can also say no if you don't want to continue, that's fine." 


Pete argued with himself for just a moment longer, before finding his voice. "l.. | do want this. | want more 


than this.. if you're willing?" The upward inflection held such insecurity that it initially caught John off guard. 


"Tell me what you want." John's words held the same assertive tone he used when playing with Keith. "I'll do 


whatever you want." The tone may have been dominant, but the words were decidedly submissive. 


"Why?" Pete asked, unsure of what John's end goal was. There had to be a reason past ‘you want it. What the 
fuck was he going to get out of it? Nobody ever did something unless they could profit from it in at least 


some small way.. right? 


"Because, it's clear you want it," John repeated himself. ".and because maybe | want it, too." Had he 


immediately said he also wanted it, he was certain Pete would have been much more skeptical. 


Pete wanted to question further. He wanted to press and pick apart John's answer, but knew he was risking his 
only chance to fulfill his deepest fantasy if he allowed himself to give in to that desire. The longer he stayed 
quiet, the more likely it was that John would leave. 


| want you." ‘Go big or go home' was the expression, wasn't it. "Or, at least whatever you're willing to offer." 


The answer most definitely didn't surprise him. While John was very tempted, he knew they didn't have any 
lube in the living room and proceeding without it was risky and irresponsible. He didn't want to get up, and knew 


Pete likely didn't either. 


The lack of immediate response on John's part caused Pete to quickly regret his decision to speak up. There 
was no way in hell John was serious. This was some sort of set up thanks to Keith. It had to be! Why the fuck 
would he offer, anyway? It wasn't like he'd get anything in return. .or would he? Did he truly want it, as well? 


He wasn't sure of what had overcome him, but Pete found himself speaking again. ".| want you to jerk me off." 


In reality John had been wondering just how far they could possibly go without the aid of lube, without 
disappointing his bandmate. He wasn't always the best with words, and the last thing John wanted was to 
somehow upset Pete or accidentally shame him. 


"I'd love to do that for you," John teasingly ground the heel of his palm against his guitarist's erection. "If you 
feel up to returning the favor after, you can. But there's no pressure and no obligations." He shifted to tracing 
his fingers along the bulge. "and I'll be happy to fuck you at a later time. Sometime when we're both properly 
alone and we've got all the time in the world" John wasn't worried about Keith, but instead was worried Roger 


might walk in on them. The oblivious bastard rarely cared to take an extra second or two to peek over the 


railing for the stairs to be sure the living room wasn't occupied. 


Pete's breath hitched and he gratefully arched up into the touch. "Let me sit on your lap?" Though it came 
out as more of a demand, Pete knew it wouldn't be taken as such. He also had a feeling John would only tease 
him more if he actively tried to take control, as he despised being told what to do. John was known to go out 
of his way to do the opposite of what was demanded of him.. or even worse, when his malicious streak decided 


to show itself. 


"Would probably make it easier," John chuckled. He found himself quite amused with how Pete wasted no time 
to change positions and straddle his thighs. "You can even kiss me, if you feel so inclined," he added sweetly 


once his guitarist was settled. 


Platonic kisses were nothing new between the pair of musicians. John was very happy to show his affection 
with sweet touches, and believed that kissing shouldn't be restricted only to couples in a relationship. It was a 
sign of affection and just as tame as hugging or cuddling. 


Pete found himself briefly questioning reality as John hooked his fingers into the waist band for his pajama 
pants. He was positive the bassist must have asked if he was sure he wanted to continue, but Pete hadn't 
heard him. John's expression gave it away, however, and he simply gave an affirmative hum. Once the material 
was down to his thighs, his boxers were in full view. John's sight was locked upon them, and he teasingly 


traced the small wet spot that had been hidden from view. 


"So sensitive," John purred sweetly, continuing to tease through the material that so perfectly clung to the 
head of his guitarists hidden cock. "When's the last time you came?" 


"Couple days ago," Pete groaned while arching up against the pretty hand. 


"You're already fhis sensitive?" John teased in more ways than one, gently pinching the tip of Pete's concealed 
erection as he gave emphasis. "Or are you just so incredibly turned on by the thought of me touching you 


that you're already becoming a leaky mess?" 


"Bit of both," Pete admitted, confidence rising just as quickly as his need for direct contact. "I've been wanting 


this for years." 


"How come you never told me?" John slipped his hand down into the front of the soft material, finger tips 
softly gliding against the wonderfully hard, velvety smooth cock. "We could've done this a lot sooner, y'know." If 
it was a handjob Pete wanted, then John would provide him with one that would blow his fucking mind. 


The first bit of skin-to-skin contact was damn near electric, and Pete's breath hitched. ".| was worried you 


might not feel the same way.." To help stabilize himself he settled his hands upon John's shoulders. 


"You never know ‘til you ask. The worst someone can say is ‘no’, right?" John slid his hand just a bit lower to 


cup his guitarist's balls and give a soft squeeze to gauge his sensitivity. 


"Y-yeah, suppose so," Pete hissed quietly. John was just as talented as he had always imagined, and just as 
much of a fucking tease, too. 


John's hand traveled back upward to trail his fingers through his bandmate's pubic hair and playfully rub the 


base of his erection 


When John finally decided to expose him, Pete buried his face in the older musician's neck. Whether from 
embarrassment, to keep himself quiet, or a mix of both, John wasn't sure. Out of reflex his free hand came 
up to tangle itself in naturally dark waves out of reflex. Keith had a habit of biting too hard, and so he often 
had to tug at his hair to get him to stop. 


"ve wanted this for so long, too," John's breath fell hot against Pete's ear. He trailed a single finger up and 
down the underside of his guitarist's pulsing erection, the touch feather light and agonizingly slow. John 
purposefully ignored every quiet and desperate please’ he was offered any time his finger came dangerously 


close to making contact with Pete's flushed and sensitive glans. 


"Patience is a virtue," John whispered. "I'll give you what you want when you can prove you need it" The 
emphasis was paired with a gentle tug of the pretty tresses wrapped around his fingers. "Want and need are 
very, very different. I'm sure you've learned that by now, haven't you?" Pete protested in the form of a 
frustrated whimper and a pathetic attempt at grinding himself against the finger that was teasing him so 
sadistically. 


A particularly forceful pulse coaxed out a fresh drop of precome, which glided down the underside of Pete's 
erection. John gave an amused hum as he playfully massaged the natural lubricant into the base of his cock, 
just above his balls. "Ohh, you want this so bad, don't you." The lilt in John's voice might have been taken as 


humiliation had it come from anyone else. 


Pete arched up against John’s hand once again in a silent plea, hoping it would convince his gorgeous bassist to 


take pity upon him. 


At long last John's fingers closed around the throbbing cock he had been so delicately manipulating. The soft 
groan he was rewarded with made his own restricted arousal twitch with need, and his breath catch in his 


chest. John took pride in his ability to turn the multi-worded man on his lap into a silent, whimpering mess. 


"I still don't think you need it yet." John did not stroke his bandmate's hardness, but merely held it. However, 
he did allow his thumb to tease the flushed tip, slowly and carefully caressing over and around the damp slit. 
Ever so often Pete's erection would give a strong pulse, and John would be rewarded with a fresh drop of 


precome, which he massaged into the sensitive flesh. 


Pete continued to whimper and do his best to arch upward and fuck John's hand. Unfortunately for him, the 


position was awkward and he couldn't manage to properly thrust 


When at long last John gave the cock within his grip a proper stroke, Pete shuddered and finally managed to 
arch up into the perfect grip. Words were difficult, but he tried to convey what was on his mind. "Your hand.. 


please." 


Already knowing just what Pete wanted, John released the silky hair he had been playing with, and watched 
with interest as his guitarist grasped his wrist. With an almost cat-like purr Pete nuzzled his palm, and 
proceeded to lick his index finger. That would have been fine, it was quite arousing on its own. But the teasing 
bastard had to go over the top and treat it as if it was a cock Base to to tip, tongue flicking along the very 
tip, as if it was his glans. 


Never had John thought such an action could be so fucking arousing! He groaned softly as Pete took his index 
finger past his pretty lips, and the mental vision of his guitarist doing the same for his aching cock was 
intensified. 


Each time Pete ‘deep throated! his finger, John would give a full complete stroke to his erection, base to tip. 
And every time Pete sucked or swirled his tongue around it, John's thumb slid along the slick glans, 
occasionally teasing the ridge or gliding over the slit. 


Pete didn't last as long as John was expecting. Then again, with the amount of teasing he had dished out, John 
figured he likely wouldn't have had much staying power, either. When he again tried to fuck his hand, John 


knew he was nearing the brink and was dangerously close. 


The hand that had been acting as a ‘cure’ for Pete's oral fixation quickly worked its way between their bodies, 
awkwardly positioning itself just below the tip. He had realized much too late that their position would risk his 
shirt becoming stained at the least, and his trousers suffering the same fate at worst. 


"Come for me," John whispered softly, a teasing purr wrapped up in the gentle command. "Don't hold on for me. 
There's no reason to try to impress me." His thumb ran along the heated tip, and that single action did it. 

Pete's erection pulsed and throbbed with his heartbeat, and John proceeded to milk his guitarist for everything 
he was worth. Pete's soft groans were so delicious, and had John been any more aroused, he thought he might 


have come from them alone. 


"That's it, just relax and enjoy yourself," John said while softly rubbing the last bit of warm, thick come into 
the flushed, sensitive tip while it flowed out. "Feel better?" 


"Mmhh.. yeah," Pete sighed contently, gazing down at John's hands. One still massaged his softening cock, while 
the other had caught the majority of his come. It was clear John didn't know what to do with it, and Pete had 
to resist laughing. They had nothing to clean up with, The usual box of tissues on the coffee table was gone, 


there were no discarded towels, and no spare wrapping paper. 


"Just use my pants." Before John could argue, Pete took hold of his sticky hand and forced him to wipe the 
mess upon the soft flannel material that still covered his legs. "| don't care about these. They're old anyway." 


Pete knew just how aroused his bandmate must have been, and intended not to leave him in such a state if he 
could help it. The front of his trousers were soaked with precome, and the fabric clung to his erection so 


obscenely, leaving very little to the imagination 


"You're the only person | know that feels the need to be dressed nicely even at home," Pete mumbled as he 


traced the bulge through the soft fabric. Gauging by that alone, he had to be quite impressive. 
"l'm a night owl, remember?" John hissed quietly from the teasing. "Technically it's still afternoon for me." 


Pete adjusted his position a bit and quickly took care of the button and zip for John's trousers and exposed 


him. 


Just as he expected, he was big Although, everything about John was big. It would've been hilariously 


unfortunate if his cock hadn't been proportionate. 


It felt so good to no longer be restrained, but John felt a wave of embarrassment wash over him from just 
how aroused he was. Had someone not been the wiser, they might have assumed he had already come, given 
the mess he had made of himself. The soft sounds Pete had offered, the feeling of his stiff cock within his 
grip, and the grinding had left John a disgusting, leaky mess. 


"Having second thoughts, luv?" John asked as he wiped away the last bit of come he managed to milk from his 
guitarists softened cock, and tucked him back into his boxers. "You don't have to do this, y'know. I'm fully 
capable of doin’ it myself if you no longer feel up to it" The idea of masturbating for Pete was so very erotic, 


and John had a feeling he wouldn't have complained. 


‘Its not that." Pete's gaze shifted from John's erection and up to search his features, expecting even a single 
shred of disappointment or regret. He found neither. "| can't believe this is finally happening.” 


"The feeling is mutual," John chuckled. "But I'm serious. You can stop anytime you want. No matter how badly | 


might want this, your comfort is more important.” 


"I'm sure | want to. But, the same goes for you." Realizing he had left John hanging for long enough, Pete 
carefully took hold of his cock and gave it a single, experimental stroke. The bit of affection rewarded him with 
a quiet groan, and John settled his hands upon his guitarists much slimmer waist. Already he was pulsing, 


throbbing, and incredibly stiff. 


As he continued the experimental, slow rhythm Pete wondered if the techniques John had used was the way 
he preferred to masturbate.. assuming he did, anyway. While he was aware that not everyone took matters 


into their own hands, quite literally, he couldn't imagine John not doing it. 


Deciding to be safe and assume it was, Pete took care to give the head of John's erection much more 
attention than he would with his own. John's hips rose and fell with the new pace, and his nails dug into Pete's 
hips. 


"This okay?" He asked quietly, as if worried someone might over hear. 


"Mmhh.. yeah, perfect." Much like Pete had done, John's hips rose and fell of their own accord, while he 


offered a quiet groan of approval. 


John came a little quicker than he would have liked, but with just how Pete had been inadvertently teasing him, 
knew it couldn't be helped 


As Pete added the mess to his flannel pants, he sighed with a satisfaction he hadn't felt in months. "Happy 
Christmas. Thank you for making mine truly magical." 


"Happy Christmas, and same can be said to you." John pulled his bandmate down for a quick kiss. "How about 
we get our clothes into the wash and get Keith down here for a few drinks to start the celebration right?" 


Pete could feel a chill run down his spine. John must have sensed it, as he quickly elaborated. 


"Hey, calm down. He's fine with what we did. Remember how | promised you?" John laced their clean hands 


together. "What do | gotta do to make you see that? Invite you into our bed?" 


Pete felt his breath hitch at the incredibly delicious idea. Oh fuck yes! That sounded wonderful, but he couldn't 
ask that of them. Again, that fear of being the reason they fought - or worse, broke up - was too paralyzing. 


John caught the flash of excitement Pete dared to show. "Oh! That can definitely be arranged,’ he said with a 


sly grin. "You can even consider it your Christmas present. It's a lot better than what we got you, anyway." 


Pete was still a bit skeptical, but gave John's hand an affectionate squeeze. "Fine. But only if we properly 
include Keith so he's not left watching.” 


"Deal." John pulled his hand away and patted his guitarist's thigh, silently asking him to get up. "You go put our 
clothes in the wash and get the drinks, and l'll get the bedroom ready." 


Pete was sure his heart skipped a beat. "Keith told you about our conversation, didn't he?" 


“course he did. Why do you think | came down here in the first place? | fuckin hate Die Hard. Worst Christmas 
movie ever." John chuckled as he dropped his clothes into Pete's waiting hands. "You've got fifteen minutes to 


join us, or we're starting without you." 


"Wow." Pete snickered to himself as he watched John take the stairs up to the room he shared with Keith. "I 
really, really should've expected that. He all but spelled it out for me, and | was too dense to see it. Hindsight is 
twenty-twenty, | suppose." 


